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ill I 

Jill 





The Qomlcall Hijloryof 

Lan. To be briefe, the very truth is,that the lew hauing don 
me wrong, doth caufe me as my Father, being I hope, an olde 
man, (ball frutifie vntoyou. 

Go£.IhaueheereadifhofDoues that I would beftow vpon 
your worfhip : and my fute is— — — 

Lan. In very briefe, the fute is impertinent to my felfe , as 
your worfhip dial know by this honeft old man, and though I 
lay it, though old man, yet poore man my father. 

' r Bajf. One fpeake for both, what would you 

Lan. Serueyou fir. 

Gob. That is the verie defeift ofthe matter fir. 

Bajf. I know thee well, thou haft obtain’d thy fute, 

Shylccke thy mafter fpoke with me this day. 

And hath preferr’d thee, if it be preferment 
To leaue a rich Iewes feruice, tabccome 
The follower of fo poore a Gentleman. 

Lan. The old Prouerbe is very well parted between my ma- 
fter Shyloc\ and you fir,Youhauethc grace ofGod fir, and hce 
hath enough. 

Bajf. Thou fpeakft it well* Go Father with thy fonne. 

Take leaue of thy old mafter, and enquire 
My Lodging out, Giue him a Liuery 
More garded then his fellowes, fee it done. 

Lan. Father in, I cannot get a feruice, no, I ha nere a tongue 
in my head. Well, if any man in Italy haue a fairer table which 
doth offer to fweare vppon a booke, I (hall haue good fortune. 
Go too.heere’s a fimple lineoflife,here’s a final trifle of wiues: 
Alas, fifteene wiues is nothing, elcuen VViddowes and nine 
maids, is a fimple comming in for one man, and then to cfcape 
drowning thrice, and to be in perill of my life with the edge of 
a feather-bed, hcere are fimple fcapes : well, if Fortune bee a 
woman, fhee’s a good wench for this geere. Father, come, ile 
take my leaue ofthe lew in the twinkling of an eye. 

Exit Clowne. 

Baf. I pray thee good Leonardo thinke on this, 

Thcfc things being bought, and orderly beftow’d. 

Returae 


the $5Mer chant of Venice* 

Returne in haft, for I do feaft to night,! 

Mybeft efteem’d acquaintance,hie thee, go. 

Leon. My beft endeuors fhall be done heerein. 


Exit 


Enter Gratiano , 

gra. Where’s your Mafter. 

Leon . Yonder fir he walkes. 

Gra. Signior Bajfanio. 

Bajf. Gratiano ? 

Gra. I haue a fute to you. 

Bajf. You haue obtain’d it. 

Gra. You muft not deny me, I muft go with you to Belmont, 

Bajf. Why then you muft. But heare thee Gratiano, 

Thou art too wilde, too rude, and bold of voice. 

Parts that become thee happily enough. 

And in fuch eies as ours appeare not faults. 

But where thou arc not knowne. Why there they ftiew 
Something too lib’rall : prethee take pairie 
To allay with fome cold drops of modeftie 
Thy skipping fpirit, left through thy wilde bchauiour 
I be mifeonftred in the place I go to, 

And lofe my hopes. 

GVa.Signior Bajfanio, heareme 
If I do not put on a fober habits* 

Talke with refpeft, and fweare but now and than; 

Weare prayer bookes in my pocket, lookc demurely. 

Nay more, while Grace is faying, hood mine eies 
Thus with my hat, and figh, and fay Amen : 

Vfe all the obferuance of ciuility. 

Like one well ftudied in a fadoftent’ 

Topleafehis Grandam, neuer truft me more. 

Gra, Nay but I barre to night, you {ball not gage me 
By what we do tonight. 

Bajf. No that were pitty, 

/would entreate you rather to put on 

Your* 
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